A moſt ſweet Song of an Epgliſh Merchant-man, born in Chicheſter, 


. A Rich merchant-man thre was, 
that was both grave and wile, 
Did kill a mn at Embden town, 
throuzh quarre!s that d'd rife, 
Through quarrels that did riſe 
the Germans being dead, 
And for that f:t the merch1nt-man 
was judg'd to loſe his head; 
A ſweet thing 3s lov:, 
it rules bath beart and mind, 
There is no comfort in the world 
to women that are kind. 


A fcaffoid builded was, 
within the market-place, 
And all the people far ard near, 
did thither flock apace : 
Did thicher fl>ck 3pace, 
this doleful fight to ſee. 
Whe all in velvet black as j:t, 
unto-rhe'place came he : 
Bear-headed as he was, 
his hands was bound before, 
A cambvrick ruff about his neck, 
as white as milk he wores 
His itockings were of ſilk, 
as fine as fine might be, 
Of perfon and of countenance, 
_ * a ptoper man was he: 
A ſweet, &C 
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When he was mounted up 
upon the ſcaffold high, 

Ali women faid, Great pity it was 
fo ſweeta Man ſhould dye : 

The merchants of ch< town, 
from ceath to ſer him free, 

Did preff:; there atkoufand p n:d, 
ba: yet all wovl.! not te: 

A ſweet thing 1s love, 
it rults both heart and mind, 

There ts n6 comfort in the world, 

te women that are kind. 


The priſoner hereupon, 
b-gan to ſpeak his mind, | 
Quoth he, | have d:ferved death, 
in conſcience | do fiad ; 
Yer ſore againſt my will, 
this man [ kill d, quorh he, 
As Chcilt doth know, which of my ſoul 
myſt only Saviour be: | 
A ſweer, &C. 
With hearc | do repent 
this moſt unhappy deed, 
And for his wifz and children ſmall, 
my very heart doth bleed : 
The ceed is done and palt, 
my hope of life is 1ain, 
And yet the !@ls of ti; my life, 
tothem is li:tle gain: 
A ſweir, Cc. 


Unto the wicow poor, 
and to the b: bes therefore, 
| give a bnndred pound a piece, 
thetr comfcrt to reſtore. : 
Peſi:ing at their hands, 
no one requeſt but this, | 
They will ſpeak well of Engl:f1-men, 
though I have done amils: 
A ſor trirg 15 love, 
je ru!e; bub heart and mind, 
Thee is no com#ort jn this world, 
like women that are Kind. 
T his was no ſooner done, 
but tt at to ſtint tbe ſtrife, 
Feur goodly maids &id profter him, 
for love to fave his !ife: 
This is our law, quoth they, 
we may your death remove, 
So you in licu of our good will, 
will rent to us your love: 
A ſweet, &C, 
Brave Engliſhman, quoth one, 
[is | will fave thy life; 
Nzy, quoth the ſecond, it is l, 
ſo | may be thy Wife” 
*Tis 1, the third did ſay | 
Nay, quoth the fourth, *is !, 
So each one :ftcr rie other ſaid, 
ſill waiting his reply; 
A ſweet, &c, 
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Fir maiden?, evety ons; 
{ muſt confeſs and ſays : 
That each of you well worthy is 
to bea lady gay : 


* And 7 unworthy far, 


the worſt of you to have, 
Though you have proffer*d willingly 
my loathed life to fave: 
A ſweet thing is levr, 
it rules both heart and mind. 
T kere i 10 6ow-fort in this world, 
ro women that are king. 


Then take a thouſand thanks, 
of mea dying man, 

But ſpeak no more of love or life, 
for why my life is gor* : 

To Chriſt my ſoul ! give, 
my body unto death, 

For rore of you my heart can have, 
ſich / muſt leave my breath: 

A [weer, &C, 

Fair maids, lament no more, 
your country lew is ſuch, 

It takes but hold upon my iife, 
my goces it cannot touch: 

Within one cheſt / have 
in gold a thouſsnd pound, 

T give it qual to you all, 
tor love ihat / have found; 

A ſweet, &e, 

And now dear Friends farce], 
ſweet England now adieu, 

And Chiceſter where / was born, 
where (irlt this breath /drew 3 

And row thou man cf death, 
unto thy weapon ſtand. 

O nay, #nother dam{el ſaid, 
{wect Headſman hold thy hand: 

A ſweet, &C, 

Nw hear a maiden's plain, 
biare Engliſhman, quoth ſhe, 
Ard prant me love for loveagain,. 
that craves tut love of thee: 

I woot and ive for love, 
that had b.en woo'd efre this, 


Then grant me love, and thetewithal 3 


ſhe proffer'd him a kiſs: 
A ſweet th:1ny 15 love, 
tt ries both heart and mind, 
There 11 10 comfort #* this world 
to women that are kind, 
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Il dyewithin thy arms, 
if thou wilt dye, qu2th ſhe, 
Yet live or dye, {wect Engliſhmary 
111 live and dye with thee, 
But can it be, quoth he) 
that thou do love me ſo! 
*Tis not by long acquaintance, fir,. 
whereby true love doth grow: 
A ſweet thing 15 love, 
it rules both keart and mind, 
There $5 10 comfort in this world 
to women that are hind, 


T hen beg my life, quoth he, 
and 1 will be thy own; 


If 1 ſhoalg ek the world for love; 


more love eannct be ſhown: 
The people at that woid, 
did give a joyful cry, 
And ſaid, Great pitty it was 
ſo ſweet a man ſhould dye; 
A ſae:t, &e. ; 
L ge ,.my love, ſhe ſaid, 
I ran, | flye for thee, 
And gentle heagiman ſpare a whilz 
my lover's head for me: 
Unto the Duke ſhe went, 
who did her grief remove, 
And with a hundred. maidens more; 
ſhe went to fetch her love ; 
A [neet, &c, 
With muſick ſounding ſweet; 
the foremoſt of the train, 
The pallani maiden like a bride; 
did fetch him back apain; 
Yei, hand in hand away they went, 
unto the Charch that Cay, 


And th:re were marirv'd preſently, © 


in ſuTpruous rich array ; 


A ſneet, &c, 


To Ergland came he then, 
with his fair Lady bride, 
A fairer creature never lay 
by any merchant's fide, 
Where we muſt leave them now; 
in pleafure and delighrg, * 
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Bur of their names and dwelling-place; 


I muſt not here recite. 
A ſweet thing 55 love, 
:t rules botb hears and mynd, © 
There 1s 5:0 c omfort in the world 
lo women that are kind. 
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